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HEADLINES M*** aman says of his daily 
FOR newspaper: “Oh, I read 
THE HASTY. only the headlines,” -and lets it 
go at that. Many a headline, 

it would seem, is written expressly for such 
men. Whether the result is achieved acci- 
dentally or purposely, the impression conveyed 
by the headline is frequently different from 
that which follows when the article beneath 
the headline is carefully or even hastily read. 
There have been articles, columns long, upon 
the tariff of late. Representative men the 
country over have been interviewed as to 
the probable effect upon business of the 
UnNpERWoop-Simmons law. These interviews 
have covered: almost every line of com- 
merce and industry, and we doubt not that 
the men who gave them were correctly quoted. 
Some have predicted renewed prosperity ; some, 


A. H. FOLWBLL, Editor. 


@artoons and Comments 


disaster; some, no appreciable change in busi- 
ness conditions. Republican journals have 
featured the disaster prophecies; Democratic 
papers have made much of the prosperity fore- 
casts. That was to be expected; that was 
but natural in partisan journalism. Still an- 
other type of journalism, however, takes into 
account the hasty man who “reads only the 
headlines,” and it is possible to draw some in- 
teresting conclusions by reading a trifle more. 
Among these is the conclusion that the paper’s 
chief object is to deceive and mislead. The 
headlines feature “disaster,” and sprawl the 
gloom across two or three columns of the 
first page; but, reading on, one finds but 
little in the story to justify such a heading. One 
big business man sees ruin in the new tariff ; 
his views are featured; after his explosive in- 
terview, down the column and over the page, 


Payable in advauce, 


comes an amazing array of hopefulness and 
optimism, amazing because of the wholly un- 
justified “disaster” headlines. Five out of 
every six interviews radiate good cheer, but 
you would never guess it from the headlines. It 
was as if the proprietor had said: “These in- 
terviews are n’t as gloomy as we expected, by a 
long shot, but we’ll play up whatever sob-stuff 
there is, and make the outlook as gloomy as we 
can.” And to the man who “read only the 
headlines,” the outlook did indeed appear 
gloomy. How much of public opinion is 
moulded from the views of headline readers? 


be! 


Movine-PicTuRES of ROOSEVELT will be taken 
in South America. A “movie” camera is the 

only kind that can keep pace with the Colonel. 

Ordinary quick-shutters have no show. 











HE GOT ONE OLD 





TRAFFIC-COP WILSON. 








LADY SAFELY ACROSS; NOW FOR THE OTHER. 
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INFANT BAPTISM. 


ERE endeth the first lesson,” said 
the rector. “The children for 
baptism will now be brought 
forward.” 

The young rector took his 
position by the marble font 
with visible symptoms of ner- 
vousness. Up the centre aisle 

tripped a little mother, carrying a bundle of 
beautifully - embroidered garments, with two 
chubby fists and a wondering little face peeping 
out from amid the voluminous coverings. ‘I'he 
father followed in an embarrassed sort of 
manner. 

During the first portion of the service the 
little christenee passed the time quietly, taking 
in the congregation over its mother’s shoulder 
with two wide-open eyes. But when, in baby’s 
mind, the strange proceedings had gone far 
enough, the service sounded something like this: 

“Dost thou, in the 
name of this child, (Em- 
m-m,) renounce the devil, 
(Ah-h-h-h-h-h,) and all 
his works, (Nah-ah— 
NaAH-H-H-H,) the vain 
pomp and glorv of the 
world, (O-0-0-0-0-0,) 
with all the covetous de- 
sires of the same, (Zhe- 
Em-yau,) the sinful de- 
sires of the flesh, (N-ng- 
Nyn-E-h-h-h,) so that 
thou wilt not follow 
nor be led by them? 
(Woosh-g/h-an!) Dost 
thou believe all the arti- 
cles of the Christian faith 
as contained in the 
Apostles’ Creed? 
( Nah-Naghdl-Shboo-eh- 
uh-eh-uh-eh !) Wilt thou 
be baptized in the faith? 
(Glah-E-m-m-m-m-Hoo NA- 
A-ah.) Wilt thou obediently 
keep the Commandments and 











THE STAG AT BAY. 


walk in the same all the days of thy life?” 
(Eh-uh Eh-uh-Yah-Z/ou-Eng Yah-H-H-H-H-H! ) 

“Let us pray.” 

Rector’s voice completely eclipsed ; the so- 
lemnity of the service spoiled; everybody nerv- 
ous, and the distracted little mother vainly en- 
deavoring to quiet the christenee. 


THE COQUETTE. 


HIS maiden is an artful one, 
Her weapons well we know; 
She has a quiver in her voice, 
Designed to hold her beau. 


HIS IDENTITY. 


ec te understand that seventy- 
seven rattlesnakes were killed in this vicinity 
by one man, in a single afternoon recently. 
Who was he? 

FarRMER Dunk.—Champeen liar o’ th’ county! 


MAKING CAPITAL. 


Eins New Reporter (going to the telephone 

and ostentatiously starting the machinery ). 
— Hello! Central! Let me have 2745 C, 
please. (A pause). You giddy little thing! 
No. I said fwen-ty-seven. ‘Twenty-sey —— 
Hello! Is that 2745 C? Is Mr. Sawgertees 
Devoy in the office? Will you tell him that 
Mr. Jefferson McAddister would like to speak 
with him? ‘Yes, that’s the name, McAddister, 
journalist. 

(The other reporters listen in awe-struck 
silence.) 

THe New Reporter.—Is this really Mr. 
Devoy? My name is Ah, you recognize 
my voice? You perhaps remember that I inter- 
viewed you yesterday. What’s that? Best 
report? Oh, thank you! You’re very kind. 
I tried to make it so. Has anything turned up 
in regard to that case since noon? Well, sorry to 
trouble you. Eh? Dinner? You're extremely 

kind. At Sherry’s? 
wag What? And a bottle? 














APTLY PUT. 


SHE.— Have you ever loved before, dearest ? 
BASEBALL S1taR.— Not in the ‘‘majors,”’ only in the ‘‘ bush-leagues.” 


— have wings, and judging from the present price of ostrich feathers 
wings also have riches. 


( Surging interest in the 
entire staff.) It’s aw- 
fully kind of you. Well, 
say ‘Tuesday, at eight. 
But really I—— 

City Epiror (in his 
every-day voice).—I 
have some work here, 
McAddister, when you 
are quite through talk- 
ing to yourself. That 
telephone has been dis- 
connected since morning. 





‘ | ‘HE train-despatcher is 
one man to count 
on: What he says goes. 


Ws the reading 
public has faith in 
a writer’s name it is a faith 
which must be backed up by 
good works. 
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FUN WITH THE OLD MAN. 


bh’ was a meek-looking gentleman from the 
country, and as he took his seat at the 
dining-room table the drummers looked at him 
over their soup-spoons. ‘They noted his 
weather-beaten face, his wet hair carefully 
parted and brushed around over his ears, and 
his air of diffidence when he nervously fingered 
his fork; and when the waiter-girl stood de- 
murely at his side and winked at the boot-and- 
shoe man they were all attention. 

“Soup?” she asked. 

The old man seemed a bit surprised at the 
brevity of the bill-of-fare and fidgeted about as 
though waiting for her to say something more. 

“Would you like some soup?” said the girl, 
glancing at the coffee-and-tea man. 

‘I ain’t particular about soup as I know of,” 
answered the old man. 

“ Boil’ mutt’n capersauce roas’ beef r’s’ lamb 
r’s’ veal fricassee chick’n cole ham- tongue 
chick’n-salad fritters boil’ ’n’ baked p’tatus,” 
said the girl with lightning-like rapidity. 

The old man looked kind of helpless, and 
the boys felt a little sorry for him as he kept 
his eyes fastened on the fork, which he shoved 
from side to side with his fingers. 

“TI guess I'll take—I guess you’ll have to 
say that again,” he said, looking up, and the 
girl rattled the whole thing off in exactly the 
same time as before. 

The old man looked round the table and 
caught sight of a drummer winking at the girl; 
then he jerked his head around, and looking 
her straight in the face he said: 

“You may gimme s’m cornbeef ’n’ cabbage 
roas’ beef veal ’n’ mutt’n cole chick’n ’n’ turkey 
’n’ tongue ’n’ s’m’ ham ’n’ eggs ’n’ codfish-cakes 
’n’ sassage ’n’ beefsteak ’n’ a piece o’ punkin- 
pie 'n’ a cup o’ coffee, sis; ’n’ now see ef yer kin 
make yer little legs fly ’s fast as yer tongue, fer I 
wanter git home, there’s a shower comin’ up.” 

The girl hesitated, turned red, and then mace 
a break for the kitchen, 
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LOVE Vs. SWAT. 


E. Masson of Rheiins, New York, sends 

e¢ to us a poetic curio which he culled from 
the National Second Reader published by Parker 
& Watson about 1870. “The enclosed gem 
in verse,” writes Mr. Masson, “which I ran 
across recently in a remote farmhouse, may be 
of interest on account of the quite-contrary 
modern slogan, ‘Swat the Fly:’” 





THE LirrLe FLy. 

I see, my little fly, your wings 
That sparkle in the sun; 

I see your legs, what tiny things! 
And yet how fast they run! 

You walk along the ceiling now, 
And down the upright wall; 

1’ll ask mamma to tell me how 
You walk and do not fall. 

I ‘ll near you stand, to see you play, 
But do not be afraid— 

I would not lift my little hand 
To hurt what God hath made. 


THE POLICE-DOG IS THE GOAT. 




















.: 
‘Hold on, doggie! That guy is one too many 


>? 


for us! 


MEMNON, 
CT" gray curtains of morning twilight hung 


gloomily over the endless dunes of sand. 
The drab-green leaflets of the mimosa were not 
rustled by the slightest breeze, and no bird 
had yet broken into song. Not a sunbeam to 
lend its golden embroidery to the column of 
the broken temple; not a ray of silver liglit to 
dispel the ashen gloom of the heavens or 
break the songless repose of the palm-dotted 
desert. 

The distant river, with its fringe of olives, 
melted into the sky, and its silvery shimmer 
appeared like the sinuous reflection of a lumi- 
nous lily-star in a gently-rippled lake. An 
opalescent mist crept like a ghost above the 
parched sands, and the peaceful spirit of 
silence seemed to reign until the morning song 
of Memnon should break the potent spell. 

The eternal Pyramids crouched in the dis- 
tance in orders gray, and the acacias bent like 
the faithful in prayer, as though impressed by 
the subtle charm of the silence that was lonely 
and unbroken. 

The herons stood in majestic immobility, as 
though charmed, among the reeds and seige 
that surrounded their watery haunts. 

Numbers of motionless palms were etched 
like sentinels against the horizon, whose hem 
was yet unconscious of the first faint kiss of 
dawn—whose folds and draperies of gray seemed 
awaiting the golden roses of sunrise to blossom 
forth and light them into perfect beauty. 

In the midst of this apparently eternal hush, 
this silence that would make such a beautiful 
background for the harp-string twang of the 
morning voice, Memnon sat in the unbroken 
solitude, with no breeze to fan his cheek, look- 
ing steadfastly toward the east for the first 
rosy light to tremble in the wan, white sail of 
day, and wake the accents of his morning song. 

Suddenly, the sombre mantle seemed to fall 
from the sky, and in the distance behind the Pyra- 
mids a dainty, delicate 
flush of rose appeared, a 








while the drummers 
laughed and the old man 
gazed out of the window 
at the gathering clouds. 


REMARKABLE. 


— peegueniagns you 

are out here, at 
Lonesomehurst, you must 
fairly revel in fresh vege- 
tables, dear! 

MILLICENT (rapiur- 
ously).—We do. Would 
you believe it? (impres- 
sively:) We can buy 








breeze started across the 
burning desert, the lips of 
Memnon parted and filled 
the rippled air with: 

“Js it hot enough for 


you ? of 


SUSPICIOUS 


“H ELLO!” she ejacu- 

lated, as she 
stopped short. “I must 
look into this.” 


found nothing to excite 
her suspicion, even after 





But she 

















them almost as cheaply 
here as we could in the 
hot city! 














‘Nix, boy! When I joined the force, I didn’t 
agree to tackle giants.” 

















**Great Scott! Here comes another one o’ 
them fellers!” length mirror. 


a thorough examination. 
It was merely a full- 

















‘Please, Mr. Giant. I’m a good honest cop, 


[ am!” 


“Oh, sure! ©’ course you can play giants if 


” 


you want to, kid. Sure! 





‘*Say, didn’t I tell you to leave them giants 


alone?” 
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LITERALLY SPEAKING. 


Tom Catt.— Enormous web for such a small spider — what ? 
PoL_y ParRot.— Tremendous! 
he had it in him? 


Immense! Who’d ever have thought 


CONCEIT. 


LITTLE dog barked at the big, round moon 
That smiled in the evening sky, 
And the neighbors smote him with rocks and shoon,— 
But still he continued his rageful tune 
And he barked till his throat was dry. 






The little dog bounced like a rubber ball, 
For his anger quite drove him wild; 
And he said: “I’m a terror although I am small, 
And I dare you, impudent fellow, to fall.’’ 

But the moon only smiled and smiled. 


Then the little dog barked at a terrible rate, 
But he challenged the moon in vain, 
For as calmly and slow as the workings of Fate 
The moon moved along in a manner sedate 
And smiled at the dog in disdain. 


But soon ‘neath the hills that obstructed the west 
The moon sank out of his sight, 

And it smiled as it slowly dropped under the crest 

But the little dog said, as he lay down to rest: 
“Well! I scared it away all right!” 


% 
A SIGN OF THE TIMES. 


5 Sgn hung before a Jewelry Store the Painted Semblance of a Watch, 
and underneath there hung a Huge Pen. They were signs, and 
it was their Business to indicate to Passers-By that gold watches and 
gold pens could be found within the door beneath. 
. One night, after listening to some Laborers talking on the sidewalk, 
the Big Watch spoke thus to the Big Pen: 
“ My friend, for years have we been hanging here, and I am 


DURING THE VOYAGE. 


Xi required an effort to swallow you,” said the whale to Jonah 
“What of that?” retorted Jonah. “It will require a greater effort 
two thousand years from now to swallow the story.” 
Jonah was a true prophet. 


ye 


ESCOFFIER TO THE KAISER. 


HE German Emperor, one of the few rulers by divine right that 
could make their own living if suddenly forced into the labor 
market, chose Escoffier, the King of the Kitchen, when he went 

cruising in the Imperator. Wilhelm is a man of sense. He is a shrewd 
judge of earthly values, and he chose Escoffier because Escoffier is the 
greatest cook that ever fried an egg. 

Wilhelm is descended from Frederick of f= 
Hohenzollern (980 A.D.) and, more re- “a 
motely, from Adamand Eve. LEscoffier’s 
descent is not a matter of history, but 
presumably his folks were just as nice 
as the Hohenzollerns, though the latter 
lived in better style. Wilhelm inherited 
a taste for politics, and likewise an oppor- 
tunity to cultivate his taste. He is now 
the boss of the fifth ward in Potsdam. 
The young man did well. LEscoffier’s 
tastes leaned toward the gustatory. By 
application no less notable than that of 
the other young man, he rose to a position 
of eminence among the ovens and ranges. He 
learned how to make better baked beans than a 
Boston housewife; he learned how to make a 
gourmet applaud at the sight of ham-and. The best 
eaters would rather be poisoned by Escoffier than dine on the viands of 
an inferior cook. So Escoffier did well, too. osterity will decide 
which is the greater man. 

The Kaiser called Escoffier to him and congratulated him on the 
quality of the food being sent up from the ship's galley. LEscoffier took 
thought and replied: “I trust Your Majesty will have health and a long 
life, and I venture to express the hope that before the end of your reign 
we shall have accomplished the great humanitarian act of the century— 
the reconciliation of Germany and France.” 

Now this was a mighty fine speech of Escoffier’s, and it does him 
credit. He spoke right up. There was nothing of the hang-dog and ser- 
vile about him. He spoke as a great cook toa great king; as a great 
Frenchman toa great German; and it was well. In other days Wilhelm 
might have replied: “ Rise, Baron Escoffier, and bear this sword in my 
name.” But those days have gone. Escoffier is greater than a baron 
already, and he does not require a sword while he has his mixing-spoon. 


ss 


OF SOME USE. 


LD Gotrox (0 his fashionable son).— You and your set thoroughly 
disgust me. You could get along as well without a head on your 
shoulders as with one. 
ALcy.— Aw — Fawther! — 
fellah weah his hat? 


How wediculous! Why, wheah would a 





thinking it is about time fora Change. Why is it, let me ask, 
that those miserable little imitations of You and Me inside the 
window are cared for so tenderly? They have beds of velvet and 
coats of softest chamois skin; they are examined and admired by 
the Ladies; they are polished every morning, and laid away at 
night to rest, while You and I are left to swing in the Wind. | I 
have borne it long enough. I propose to bring my Grievance 
into notice. I propose to kick.” 

And it swung and creaked and bucked and jerked and yanked 
until the Screws were Loosened, and it fell in the street, where a 
heavily laden Truck passed over it, and split it into Fragments. 

“Well,” said the Pen to his neighbor, the Indian, “that is 
one of the Signs of the Times! He was cut out for exactly the 
kind of Work he was doing, and had he been content would, no 
doubt, have lived to a respectable old age ; but this Agitation in the Air 


gave him the Big Head, and he is gone.” 
“Ugh!” said the _— as the Cigar Man wheeled him inside. 

















DIPLOMATIC. 


Tommy.— Say, Mamma, I ’m playin’ there’s a little boy callin’ on me, an’ 
I'd like a piece of cake for him. 








wr a man boasts that he Sine no 
one or more very big ones. 





petty wvices, it is a safe bet that he has 
















JOHNNY’S TRIALS. 


ET our sidewalk ’d be covered 
With the ’rithmetic I’ve done; 
Bet I’ve writ a million answers 
Since the time I first begun. 






























































GRAND STAN? 


Allus lots and lots more comin’. 
Oh, the work I gotta do! 
Wonder why in thunderation 
This old work ain't never through! 


Wonder if there ’s many others Wonder, if | keep on learnin’, 
Adds up just the same as me? I ‘ll be just the stupid fool 

I jest guess and keep on guessin’, Teacher seems to like to call me 
Hopin’ one and one makes three. When he keeps me arter school? 


Wonder, in that place called Heaven, 
If they give you sums to do? 
Any place ’d seem ’most Heaven 
Where a feller’s work was through! 
Kenneth Graham Duffield. 
ead JUST AN APPETIZER. 


STUDIED FROM LIFE. CasEY (at aviation field).— Sure, he only fell fifty feet! O’im 


going home! 


HANKS,” said the tragedian, setting down his glass, and RAFFERTY.— Wait for th’ main ivint, Pat. Maybe that was only a 
absent-mindedly pocketing my change which lay upon preliminary fall! 


the bar between us. ‘Many thanks for your good 
opinion. I always study from Nature—from Nature, sir. 


; 9, WISE JUDGE! 
in my acting you see reflected Nature herself.” Oo Wis ae 


“Try this cigar,” said an admirer of Nature, rever- Nv THESE days of legal legerdemain and joke jurisprudence it ts 
ently. ‘Now where did you study that expression of ine @ FY refreshing to come across, now and then, a real picce of Justice 
tense suiprise that you assume in the second act?” and reason from the Bench. There are real judges yet living, 


“From Nature, sir—from Nature. To secure that ex-  ayd/ it is necessary to be thankful for them. Such a judge is Charles 
pression I asked an intimate personal friend to lend me five 7 Guy, of the New York Supreme Court. He 
dollars. He refused. This caused me no surprise. I tried  ,.,j5. «Jt is a well-known principle that in 
several more. Finally I struck one who was willing to oblige 
me; and, as he handed me the bill, I studied in a glass the 
expression of my own face. I saw there surprise, but it was 
not what I wanted. It was alloyed with suspicion that the bill might be 
a bad one. I was in despair.” 
“Well?” said the other, breathlessly. : athens crates 
“Then an idea struck me. I resolved upon a desperate course. I “erefor.” And the plaintiff in the case, 
returned the five dollars to my friend the next day, and on his astounded = «@/‘hough admittedly misled by the repre- 
countenance I saw the expression I was in search of. Make itvery light sevfations of the defendant, her husband, 
this time.” was denied a motion for counsel fee and 
alimony pending trial. 
fere is a modern Daniel. Never was 
the jurist mind more alert to the psychology of 
marriage, which is a deep, labyrinthine psychol- 
= ogy. Ltisa fact that what Mr. Justice Guy calls 
| ~ SS — aptly «the state of mental exaltation accompanying courtship” has a 









the state of mental exaltation accompanying 
courtship, statements made as to the mental, 
moral, or financial qualifications of the 
accused may not be too closely scrutinised, 
nor shall they be held to strict accountability 


QO’ THE tailor it might be said that if it takes nine of him to make a 
man it needs only one to break a man. 





l Rtas range of altitude and a focus quite unlike any normal er sane con- 
f aig ‘| Hii j,' dition, There ts a tendency to exaggerate; aye, more than the Lick 
{i $2 3p. et 1 telescope can do. There is a one Passion foward hy perbe le, color- 
IS as ne ) daha iy painting, oratory, rnapsedy, minor keys, and promissory notes of Ccon- 
“hy \V SO a duct, These promissory notes should never come due. They are not 
\ en Py intended to fall due. They are meant to exist in the heart's eye. 


In that state of mental exaltation a salary of twenty dollars per 
week becomes a legacy of a million dollars. Well, what of it? Does 
not the plain face of the chosen damsel, even though she squint a 
litile, become as the radiant Juno? There is talk of bungalows, of 
Hepplewhite and Adam furnishings, of damask, and aluminum 
hitchen-ware. ’Tis true, this dream may resolve itself into a modestly 





furnished four-rooms-and-bath, with furnishings at so much down 
and so much per week. What of it? Tt is part of the trance. 
Both persons should be glad. Neither should make discomfiting 
inquiries. It was part of the game. 


aA 


TRUE LOVE. 
| ew VALLERBY.— Aftah we’s married, we'll hab chicken foh 
dinnah ebery day, Honey. 
MELINDA JOHNSON.— Oh, yo’ deary! But I would n’t ask yo’ 
My | (iit | to run no sech risks foh mah sake! 





STRICTLY ORTHODOX. TWO PROFOUND PROBLEMS. 


PROPER YoutH (0 dancing-master).— My people never let me learn = Ww" is it that the man with the squeaky shoes always comes in late?” 
to dance, but I don’t think they'd object tothe Dip. They're all strict “IT don’t know. Why is it that the man who comes in late 


Baptists, you know. always wears squeaky shoes?” 





MEMORIEs 
| 


“. 


cote 


mae 2 


sites 


by 








a ne a te a ES a SO 
 —— — 


— <n ee 





ed ee 


2 RRR Fo a ame 





on 


2 
rs) 
vv) 
x 
a 

x 
y 
2 
oe 
. 
= 

o 











EVOLUTION OF A GOOD MAN. 


ERE was a boy in our town 
And he was wondrous good; 
He never walked in wicked ways 
Because he never cuuld. 







While very young his name upon 
A pledge he proudly placed; 
(He took a draught of whisky once 
And didn’t like the taste ) 


He never spoke a vulgar word, 
Nor roamed the streets about; 

(His father promised, if he did, 
To shake his gizzard out). 


He did n’t use tobacco, and At school he earned the title of 
He scorned the filthy trick — “A perfect little man.”’ 
(Besides, he tried it once or twice, (His teacher kept a horrible, 
And got unearthly sick.) Long, stout, much-used rattan.) 


He strove to pacify his foes 
And ne’er their choler galled ; 
(He was a little lad, and so 
Had fears of being mauled.) 


This boy grew up a great, good man 
And loud his horn he blew, 
Because he ’d never done the things 
He had no taste to do. 
Frank S. Bailey. 


at 


OUT OF HIS SiGHT. 


Hh’ was cantankerous that morning, and was taking it out on his 
pretty typewriter. 

«Everything is in confusion on this desk,” he said, testily. 

“It always is,” she responded, meekly. “You insist that you don’t 
want anything disturbed there.” 

“Well, I don’t want my papers disturbed, but I don’t want this 
sheet of postage stamps left there.” 

“Where shall | put them?” she inquired demurely, as she picked 
them up. 

“Don’t ask so many questions!” he snapped. “ Put them anywhere 
out of my sight.” 

“Very well, sir,” she cooed softly as a dove; and giving them a 
swipe fore and aft with her pretty red tongue, she stuck the sheet on 
his bald head, and walked out to chase a new job. 





WHAT CITY FOLKS DRINK.—I. 


A Drop or Boston WATER, VIEWED THROUGH A MICROSCOPE. 





NOW THEY ONLY PAY THE TAXES. 
Mororist.— Flying-machines will eventually supplant automobiles. 
Guest.— But what will we do with these expensive roads? 
Mororist.— Oh, I suppose we ’Il have to let the farmers use them! 


THERE ’S HOPE FOR US. 


F YOU get to feeling that there is something wrong with the 

~ 4 country, and that things in general are going to the bow-wows, you 
can get instant relief from your depression by remembering that 

Alonzo Weatherhead, aged eighty-two, of Guilford, Vermont, recently 
threw and held, until help arrived, a young steer 
that had escaped from a pasture and charged 
him. Get the idea? As long as there is A 
a single Alonzo Weatherhead in the 
country, the country’s safe. 

Weatherhead! A name to } = a 
conjure with. A strong name. ‘ \ I om 4 
A name you have to ruminate, WY Ae ————_S 
You can’t bawl or gasp or glib SE 
it out. And Alonzo is fitted to on 
it like a glove. It is inconceiv. = - 
able that a man named Alonso 
Weatherhead could do otherwise 
than this man did, were he eighty- 
two or one-hundred -and-eighty- 
two, or as old as a Biblical patri- 
arch. Yet ponder what he did. 

There was the bull. Many 
a brave man has taken to a tree Z 
at the sight of an oncoming male 
cow —and uno blame to them. Youths that afterward distinguished them- 
selves in bloody battles of the Civil War were the same fellows that 
burned the grass of the pasture with their feet, so rapidly did they go 
fencewarad in advance of the maddened critter. There was the bull. There 
was old man Weatherhead. Perhaps he could have taken flight. Per- 
haps he had rheumatiz. The thrilling account states not.  Anyzay, it 
does n’t matter. He was of -the metal that would be swowed if the critter 
should skeer him. So he took the bull by the horns, twisted him over so— 
and so—and so, and then sat on him till somebody came with a rope. So 
we cry’ Skall! to Alonzo. 

It was magnificent. Alonzo is of the old traditions. His kind put 
this republic on its feet, and kept it there when its toes stuck out through 
the uppers. Alonso descends from the men that wrastled with the Indian 
when the Indian was a slippery cuss. Alonszo’s daddy was the kind of a 
man that hewed his way into the wilderness, and thought it no silliness 
to die for his epinions. 

Well, those ancestors need not turn in their graves. Alonzo, aged 
cighty-two, threw a steer and held him. 
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PUCK 


HOW THE GHOST LIMPED. 


ACKER OF THE “ARABIAN NIGHTS” Company.—I ’ve raised a 
set of cases on me joolery, gents, an’ you can step up 
an’ divvy. 

Aut Basa Desmonp.—Thanks, me boy; it was needed. 
With this double saw-horse I can hie me back to New York in time to 
strike a fat with Pettigrew’s Minstrels. 

Mr. Farima Burcee.— You ain’t never welched 
on us yet, Mr. Lithgow, an’ I’m much obliged. 
I’ve been wearin’ gauze an’ spangled skirts so long 
I’m ’most ashamed to hit the sidewalk in breeches; 
but I must ketch the Philly express. Ajieu! 

First ‘THIEF Ropinson.—It’s the first tenner 
5 I’ve seen since Christmas, sir, an’ I’m glad t’ get it. 
( Kisses the bill and folds it in his necktie.) 

SECOND THIEF PARKER.— Mine’s in gold! Heads 
fer faro, tails fer th’ wheel. (ips the coin.) Faro 
it is. (Dusts.) 

Backer.— Come, Dilworthy! 
here ’s yours. 
~ THIRD THIEF.— It seemed so good, sir, I wanted 

to anticipate it a bit. Thanks! 
(During the next ten minutes ten more thieves, compris- 
ing the balance of the “forty,” are paid and leave.) 

Property-Man.—I’m thinkin’ of startin’ a Monte Cristo company, 
Mr. Lithgow. If you'll give me all th’ props, includin’ th’ Sesame cave, 
jewels an’ plate, I'll strike off five dollars of th’ fifteen you owe me. 

THE Backer (quicker than lightning, for fear Props will recon- 
sider ).— They ’re yours! Here’s th’ ten. 

SMALL Boy (who has been employed in all capacities and réles ).— 
Mr. Lithgow. 

THE Backer.— What is it, Tommy? 

SMALL Boy.— You ain’t seen any money for so long, ain’t you ’fraid 
you'll git nervous an’ pay it all out afore we git ours? 

THe Backer.—I reck’n not. (Opens cash-box and peeps in.) By 
the shoes of Julius Czsar! They’s only a dollar an’ a half left! 

SMALL Boy (with tears in his eyes).—I1 was reckonin’ on gittin’ 
enough t’ have my hair cut, so’s my mother would know me when I git 
through poundin’ ties. 

THE BacKER (thoughtfully ).—Say, Tommy, I’ve got to travel a 
iong way to get home; got an expensive family, with two daughters at 
boardin’-school an’ a span of horses out to pasture, an’ I want to make 
a proposition. You take th’ fifty cents an’ I'll keep th’ dollar. Isita go? 

SMALL Boy (huskily).—1 s’pose it’s got ter be. ( Curtain.) 








Don’t be bashful; 











“| - WHO runs may read,” but he would better not read out loud if 
he is running for office. 























UNMASKED. 


“My new slit skict I dearly love; 
*T is the latest French creation. 
My friends will all be—— Heavens above! 


It shows my vaccination!” 


OBSERVATIONS BY YOUTHFUL HORACE. 


¥ AIN’T so much fun collecting postage-stamps any more since our 
teacher said we learnt geography that way. 
I would n’t mind so much about my face a-gettin’ red if some girl 
did n’t always call out that I was blushin’. 


It’s funny how most things a feller does don’t 


seem wrong till somebody catches him at it. ve 
~—I 





I don’t like cookies much at the table; but I 
tell you they taste good when you hook ’em out of 
the pantry! 

I’d a good deal rather have Pa lick me than 
Ma. Ma, she don’t hurt me much when she whips 
me, but she cries so; an’ that always make me feel 
kinder funny down in me stomach. 


Pa won’t get me no bicycle, but 
I don’t care so much now, ’cause two 








LITTLE ABEY’S IDEA OF GRANDPA’IN HEAVEN. 





kids what’s got em has just moved here, 
an’ I can lick both of ’em. 


A feller don’t have no better times than he does thinkin’ 
about the good times he’s goin’ to have. 


Little boys don’t know much, do they? Eddie Brown 
came over to my house to dinner one day, an’ Pa said a 
blessin’. An’ when he got through eatin’, Eddie asked me 
why Pa said his prayers at the table, and why he did n't 
wait till he went to bed, like other people? Eddie’s folks 
ain’t stylish, like ours, so I had to tell him that we always 
did that way so’s the soup would have time to cool off some. 





I wonder why, when a girl has a new doll an’ shows 
it to some other girls, that the first thing they do is to look 
at its underclothes to see if they got lace on ’em? I 
would n’t dast. 





I don’t like funerals much. I had one with our cat, 
but you could n’t make all of her stay buried to onct. She'd 
come out at her back: feet while you was tryin’ to get her 
head covered up. I ‘tried to get her just to play dead, but 
cats hain’t got no imaginashun, and they Aas got claws. A 
feller don’t want to try to make-believe too much with cats. 

William Edgar Fisher. 











_ word “drink” may be used as either a verb or a 
noun, but as the latter it is seldom declined. 


er brings strange bed-fellows, but none so grim as 
the nightmare that squats on the chest of the high-liver. 








Cor” a good thing it would be if people would remember that they belong to 
a religion and not to a denomination! 
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OUTCLASSED. 


mandolin ?” 
| No, but another fellow came along 
and brought her out with an automobile 





| horn.”— Courier-Journal, 





: i eal , 


\ \ ) & FOr : 
: 7) FA ” ate i Business Trp. 
GSS] oF | Sh << | RaGcMan.—Any old bottles to-day, 
x ae iin |mum ? 
\ 4 | Woman.—No, but you might try | 


cs : 
oie “have vou ever been to the Zoo ?” 
Pas Vw “No, - 
aS Si. 
as | aes vill 
TNS —————_ ZB i Well, you ought to go. _ You d 
AX Zl enjov watching the tortoises whiz past. 


OR those good fireside friends—old friends—the real 
reminiscences, a good story, good cigars, 


kind. Ol 
anda bottle of 


SS EAN 





No OFFENSE MEANT. 
Srupe.—I wonder what makes my | 
hair so thick ? 
BakBER.—Perhaps it’s this aud 
around with your head so much. — 
Cornell Widow. 


| 
| 
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| Mr. Soakem’s next door; his wife is 





| Transcript. 
ieee 


“WAITER,” said Gloom, who had 


—The Scotsman. 


UCC 





| 
“Did she come to the door when 
|you serenaded her with your new! 


j}coming home to-morrow. — Boston | 
. 


|waited fifteen minutes for his soup, | 


THE PRACTICAL 






In the ies of public approval 
since 1810. Such is the unique 


record of 


Old Overholt Rye 


“Same for 100 Years” 


A rich, full-bodied whiskey, fragrant and 
ae that — to its popularity with 


jm) Ae ll oak barrels and 
bottled in bond. 


A. OVERHOLT & CO. 
Pittsburgh, Pa, 








INNKEEPER. 


Budweiser 


One of America’s Institutions 


The Anheuser-Busch plant covers to- 





This Quality-Plant, started nearly 50 
years ago, is a model of modern facilities. 
The hundreds of visitors = go 
through every day know 


day more than 142 acres—equal to 70 city 
blocks. gy | Process, every room, is 
immaculate very bottle is Pasteurized could 
and inspected. 


Anheuser-Busch, 


The Larges Pine of Its Kind 
in the 1 


that nothing of its kind 


than Budweiser. 


be made any better 





St. Louis 


Fe — — Some of the Principal 





Usinc Him. 


“ Lie still, there, and I won’t hurt you. 


jewels, and then I'll git.” 
“ All right, ok man, and while you’re searching for the jewels, if you run 


across my dress-shirt studs I wish you’d put them out on the dresser. 
been able to find them for a month. 








All I want is your money and your 





They ’re all 
Hold up, 


“If IT only knew how to get these rowdies out of my place! 
soused, and what’s worse, they have n’t any more money either. 
Hello, there, boys!” 


though. I have it. 





The piquancy of a Sherbet is attained by using a dash 
of Abbott's Bitters. Sample of bitters by mail, 25 cts. in 
stamps. O. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 





‘TILLIE’S PHILOSOPHY. 
Tillie Clinger says she may be mistaken, but she estimates that spending 





”__ Detroit Free Press. 


I haven't 
worth of ginger-snaps.— Dadlas News. 


two months’ salary for a two weeks’ vacation is about like buying thirty dollars’ 





PUCK PROOFS 


Se are but a few examples of the PUCK PROOFS. — 


Copyright 1908 “1y a & Schwarzmann. 








HUNGRY. 
Photogravure in Carbon Black, 8x11 in. 
By George Blake. PRICE 25 CENTS. 


PHOTOCRAVURES FROM 











Reproductions in Miniature. 
Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette St., New York 


Send Ten Cents for new Catalogue with nearly Fifty 














Copyright 1906 by Keppler & Schwarzmann 











Copyright 1905 by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 


PUCK 











Photo Gelatine Print, 12 x9 in. 


By Gordon Grant. PRICE 25 CENTS. 





aes BEFORE THE GAME. 
AS IT SEEMED TO HIM. Photogravure in Sepia, 15 x 1914 in. 


PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 


By Stuart Travis. 
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Parson” 


That is what the 
Girl had to de- 
cide in the Trail 
to Yesterday, by 
C. A. Seltzer, 
Author of “The 
Coming of the 
Law.” 


from cover to cover. 


$1.35 Net. 





«Marry Me or I'll kill the 





A Western novel that is a wild ride 


Thrills—Action. 


All book stores. 


OUTING PUBLISHING CO. 








WILLIE.— Paw, whatis the difference 


between genius and talent? 
Paw.— Talent gets paid every Satur- 
day, my son.— Cincinnati Enquirer. 





‘*Let’s have a tug-of-war. 


wins gets a keg of beer free. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING 
Has 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles. 


“Its Purity 





eeley 
2 Glew 


Hot Springs, ark. 
Atlanta, Ga. 
Dwight, Il. 
Marion, Ind. 
Des Moines, Towa. 
Crab Orchard, ky. 
Portiand, Me. 


Omaha, Neb. 
Manchester, N. I. 
Baffalo. X.Y. 
Greensboro, N. C. 
Columbus, Ohio. 


918 N. Stiles St. 





SATISFACTION. 
In one of the interior villages of Georgia, where supplies are hard to 
the local merchants have an agreement to sell to one another at whole- 
Sale prices whenever there is a demand for something not in stock. 

One day Bob Rumpus, who has a store there, sent over to Charley Cris- 
well’s for a gallon of gasolene, and Charley charged him full price for it. 
Bob said a few unkind things about Charley and Charley heard about them. 
So next day all the Criswells started for the Rumpus store. 
He walked out on the porch with a sawed-off shotgun over his arm. 
'he Criswell kinsmen stood around uneasily for a minute. 
them said: “I hear vou been makin’ some remarks agin Charley here.” 

“Yes,” Bob replied, gently waving his shotgun about. 
bunch of you is dirty liars and thieves.” 

Finally Charley spoke up: “Well,” he said, 
Saturday Evening Post. 


get 


There was a short pause. 
“you can’t prove it.” 





THE New EuGENICS. 


Mapcr.— Did Charlie ask your father last night? 
MarjoriE.— No. He forgot to bring his income-tax receipt.— Zown Topics. 


DIAMONDS ON CREDIT 


Write for Free Catalog of Diamonds, Watches, Jewelry. 


BAOS.& CB, Dept. E938 


I make a chalk mark here, and the side that 


Are you ready? 


For Liquor and Drug Users 


A scientific treatment which has cured half a mil- | 
lion in the past thirty-three years, and the one 
treatment which has stood the severe test of time. 
Administered by medical experts, at the Keeley 


Institutes only. 


To the Following Keeley Institutes: 


Philadetphia, Pa., 
S12). Broad Si. 

Pittsbarch, Pa., 
4246 Fifth Ave. 

Dallas, Texas. 

Salt Lake City, Utah. 

Seattle, Wash. 


Oklahoma City, Okla, 


How SIMPLE THE LiFe! 


When Eve held forth in Paradise 
She found much pleasure in it; 

For when she did her Monday wash 
It only took a minute. 


And when the washing blew away 
She didn’t fret or whine; 
She simply sauntered forth and picked 
New garments from the vine. 
—Livingstone Lance, 


INSUFFERABLE. 

“So you broke your engagement 
with him?” 

“Ves.” 

“What for?” 

“He's a conceited thing. I 
simply could n’t stand him.” 

“T never heard him brag. What 
makes you think him conceited ?” 

“All the time we were engaged 
he never once told me that. he; 
was unworthy of my _ love.” —| 
Detroit Free Press. 


He (facetious/y ).—It’s too hot to 
propose. 

SHE.— Not to propose an ice- 
creain or an automobile - ride. — 
Boston Transcript. 





Have any article sent to you prepaid. If satisfac- 
> us one-fifth of the purchase price and 
keep it hslance in eight equa! monthly amounts. 
108 N. State St., CHICAGO, LLL. 





Go!!” 


WATER. 
it Famous.” 


For full particulars write 


Waukesha, Wis. 

Winnipec, Manitoba. 

Guatemala City, 
Gaatemala. 


Puebla, Mexico. 
London, England, 


Bob was ready. 
Finally one of 


“T said the hull 

































THE LONG CONTINUED POPULARITY 


UNTER BALTIMOR 
RYE 


a 


Pease watt 


| 
Sold at all first-class cafés and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 


. 


EXTENDING OVER 50 YEARS, IS OF ITSELF CONVINCING PROOF THAT 
| THE PREFERENCE GIVEN TO IT BY THE PEOPLE IS FOUNDED UPON ITS 
| SUPERIOR QUALITY, ABSOLUTE PURITY, AND UNIFORM EXCELLENCE 
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A gentleman from the North was enjoying the excitement of a bear hunt 
The bear was surrounded in a small cane thicket. 
dogs could not get the bear out, and the planter who was at the head of the 


down in Mississippi. 


PREFERRED THE 


hunt called to one of the negroes: 
“Sam, go in there and get that bear out.” 


The negro hesitated for a moment and then plunged into the cane. 
moments later the negro, the bear, and the dogs were rolling upon the 


outside. 


“CC 


ap’n,’ 


BEAR. 


groun 


After the hunt was over the visitor said to the negro: 
“Were you not afraid to go into that thicket after that bear?” 


’ 


b’ar.”—Montreal Herald. 


er and Gene Fat | 








Don’t be a 
Lay Figure 





Get in the Swim 
by Subscribing for 


Quek 


DRY 6.0005 












The Foremost and Most Widely Quoted Humorous Weekly 
As a Home Paper PUCK will please you 


attractive pictorially, because its artisis are among the bes. 


if vour newsdealer doesn't handle 
PUCK, ask him to order 
it for you 








t is funny, but neither vulgar nor suggestive. 


‘The 


A few 


replied the negro, “it was jest dis way: I nebber had met dat 
b’ar, but I was pussonally *quainted wid de old boss, so I jes’ naturally took de 


‘Tobe PUCK and Laugh ! | 
















of serious interest. because its cartoons form a political hifory of the times. | 
not a juveniie publication, but it is better for children than the comic | 
supplements of the Sunday newspapers. 





Tell Your Newsdealer 


Brow 


NEXT WEEK. 





PUCK, New York 


Enclosed find ten cents for which send 


Bar package of sample copies of 









ublished Every Wednesday. 10c. per Copy. $5.00 Yearly. | 


| 



















































VE EET 


Not merely a good ale 
but a perfectly 
bottled one 


Evans 
Ale 





—that means much to the critical ale drinker. | 


There’s BROWN STOUT too—of equal merit. 
Dealers & Places. ©. H. EVANS & SONS, Hudson, N. Y. 





“Doctor, why don’t you take a 
vacation ?” 

“I can’t now; my patients need me. 
They are beginning to come back from 
their vacations.” — Courier-Journal. 


“You can’t judge by appearances.” 

“What are you getting at now?” 

‘“‘ Because a man tips the waiter is no 
sign that he would rock the boat.” — 
Detroit Free Press. 








IIT. 


‘* All together now, boys! Pull hard! Don't let up!” | 


Every tover of a good cocktail should insist that Ab- 
bott’s Bitters be used in making it; insures your getting 
the very best. OU. W. Abbott & Uo., Baltimore, Md. 





“Let me write the songs of a nation,” said the ready-made philosopher, 
‘“‘and I care not who makes the laws.” 

“IT won’t go quite so far as that,” replied Senator Sorghum, “ but let me 
write the amendments and I care not who draws up the bills.” — Wash. Star. 


eal 


DIAMONDS ON CREDIT | 


Write for Free Catalog of Diamonds, Watches, Jewelry. 
Have any article sent to you prepaid. If satisfac- 

. send us one-fifth of the purchase Price and 
keep it_h=lance in eight equal monthly amounts. 
BAGS.4 CO, Dept. E938 108 N. State St, CHICAGO, ILL. 


| 
THERE ARE OTHERS. 
| 



























PECKSNIFF CARTON 


You Should Know Your Dickens 


SSE 


— 






Connoisseurs 


know that its delicious flavor 
is beyond comparison. Find 
out for yourself. 


BERNHEIM DISTILLING Co. 
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Copyright 1907 by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 





GAMP SIKES JINGLE 








YOUR library is not complete without a complete set of Dickens. | 

You must have all the tales of this, the greatest story-teller of the English race. 
In view of the centenary celebration of the birth of Dickens, no time would be more 
appropriate for those who have no satisfactory set of Dickens, or none at all, to pur- 
chase that best general library edition, the UNIVERSITY, in fifteen splendid 
three-quarters leather volumes. This set contains all the novels of the great master. 
It is also unique in that to the text of the novels have been added critical comments, 
notes, etc., by prominent writers—a feature adding immeasurably to its value. 
Contributions appear from members of the Dickens family as well as from some of the 
most brilliant of contemporary critics. The volumes are fully illustrated throughout, or nae 


each one containing a genuine photogravure frontispiece. 


Hail, Dickens the Immortal! 


p= continues to reach the heart of humanity as does no other writer of fiction. The world 

still makes merry with Pickwick, shudders at the brutalities of Bill Sikes, responds with a sympa- Reproduations in Miniature. 
thetic smile to the undaunted optimism of Micawber, and thrills at the tragic fate of Sidney Carton. 

“The English-reading people everywhere,” says Donald G. Mitchell (Ik Marvel), “have taken Charles 

Dickens to their hearts and they will hold him there. God bless his memory! It shall be green for us Copyright 1912 by Keppler & Schwarzmann 


oa Can you afford to be without a first-class 
library edition of this immortal writer? 


A_Special Dickens Centenary Offering 





Reproduction in Sepia, 11 x 8 in. 





| PUCK PROOFS 





SO YOU'RE GOING HOME. TO-MORROW. 








| CG HESE are but two examples of the PUCK PROOFS. 
Send Ten Cents for new Catalogue with nearly Fifty 











Vols. FREE 


































PUCK < 

ae interest and value. 

University 
Society, 

New York, N.Y. 

Please forward 

for exami- 


nation, "a set of the UN- 
IVERSITY DICKENS 


3 Special . 
SGaitional’ Volumes, each — no money at this time. Joapect the books carefully. If you a a satisfied, 
me to contain @ i turn t ato are, retain them by sending us only $1.00 as first pay- 
monial Hookplate.. It the books NA Tinen, 'hethe balance may be paid at the rate of $2.00.a month, You will be surprised to THE OPTIC NERVE. 
onhin $ days of receipt and $2.00 per learn that you —s a be — gee» Reece a od ay $29.50. Fw L. Proof in Carbon Black, 8 x 11 {n. 
month thereafter until the totai amount, stances surrou this offer and the unusual value given, make it some : ? . 
$29.50, has been paid. If not, Ishall notify that you cannot afford to neglect. Write at once. PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 
you. 

; THE UNIVERSITY SOCIETY Address PUC ' 

et ee 44-60 East 23rd Street New York, N.Y. ess PUCK 295-309 Lafayette St., New Yor! 


Pwrrrrerrerriei titties) 


3 additional ye order to promote the sale of Dickens at this time, we shall present to every pur- 
chaser of the UNIVERSITY EDITION, three additional volumes, uniform in 
every respect with the novels and containing (1) a life and critical estimate of Dickens 
by various eminent hands; (2) the best of his letters, speeches, plays, and poems: and (3) an entire vol- | 
ume of miscellaneous tales and sketches, specially collected from rare and hitherto almost inaccessible 
sources. The three additional volumes will be presented free to all subscribers to the UNIVERSITY 
EDITION until further notice. The contents of these volumes will positively not be found in any 
ordinary set of Dickens and serve to make the UNIVERSITY EDITION peculiarly distinctive. 
A further announce that for the present each volume of the UNIVERSITY 
a W EDITION shipped by us, including the three additional volumes, will | 
contain a Dickens Testimonial Bookplate Stamp. These are hand- 
somely printed from a steel-engraving in bookplate style, and the proceeds from their sale will be 
turned over to descendants of the author as a testimonial to Dickens’ international fame. To sets 
of the UNIVERSITY EDITION now purchased these bookplates will, of course, add a unique 


The Coupon Brings the Books 


7= books will be sent anywhere for a five-day inspection, the three additional 
volumes being shipped with every set. The coupon will bring the books. Send 


for Free Inspection 
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WHISKEY 







nom BOTTLED BOND = 
Tee suaney sans orsmanest©? aZateala 
SE L306 Coury, Kesar 8S * THE—PURE FOOD-—WHISKEY 
t ' og 








as 


The great tonic and stimulating properties of Sunny 
Brook have had much to do toward making us the largest distillers of 
fine old whiskey in the world. For nearly 50 years Sunny Brook has 
proved of real value to those who now and then require an energy- 
builder. When energy is lacking efficiency is lacking. Rare, old and 
mellow whiskey, like Sunny Brook, acts as a great up-builder, and 
makes life worth living. 


Sunny Brook is Bottled in Bond—every bottle is sealed 


with the Government Stamp showing that the contents are genuine, 
straight natural whiskey, U. S. Standard (100%) proof. This stamp, 
however, only assures purity, but not quality. Any whiskey Bottled i in Bond is genuine 
straight whiskey, but not all stratght whiskies are good whiskies. When you select 
Sunny Brook—The Pure Food W hiskey —then vou know that in addition to the 
assurance of Absolute Purtty by the greatest government on the Glebe you have a guar- 


antee of Unexcelled Quality by the largest distillers of fine whiskey in the world. 
















“The Inspector Is Back of Every Bottle 
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From a Copyright <5 ea 


by Pach Bros., 





PUCK’S PORTRAIT OF 


Hon. Woodrow Wilson 


In Colors Size 14x21 inches Price Ten Cents 


SECURELY WRAPPED AND MAILED 
ANYWHERE ON RECEIPT OF PRICE 


ALL patriotic Americans should have a copy of this life-like 
picture, which has been pronounced by competent 
critics to be the finest portrait on the market of the President. 


TITIIRIETEI ei iii 


OUR PRESIDENT! 


—~ 








Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette St., New York 
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Club 
Cocktails 





| night and worry over things that a fool 
never even 


Arrer A Rich HuspanpD. 
“Why has your daughter dropped 
her hospital work so soon?” 
“She found she’d have to nurse 
poor patients for two years before 
they entrusted her with any mil- 


lionaire. Soshe’s going on the stage 
in a musical company.”— Kansas City 
Journal, 


CIRCUMSTANCES. 
I had a gold watch once, you know, 
But now a silver one doth go, 
For I proceeded through the paces, 
And circumstances altered cases. 
—Toun Topics. 


Larry. — Bedad! Oi don’t think 
much av this coal-oil exterminator for 
mosquitoes. 

Denny.—You don’t ? 

Larry.—No. It takes too long to 
dip aich wan in the oil separately. — 
Chicago News. 


Not so very long ago 
Women cut a dash— 
Fashions change, as well we know— 
Now they cut a slash. 
—Canadian Courier. 


"THERE'S many a man who 
has built a rare reputation 
asa mixologist who lets us do 
his mixing for him and —— 
his sideboard stocked with 
Club Cocktails. 


Made from better materials than a 
bar cocktail is apt to be. 


Mixed to measure;—not 
to guess work—as a bar 


cocktail always is. 


Softened by aging before 
bottling—as no bar cock- 
tail can be. 


At All 
Dealers 


A 
Toast 


in Cook’s € 
is a double XS 
compliment— 

itisthe besttothe best. Whathas 
a daintier, lighter palate touch 
than a bright delicious glass of 


ham Dry 
lhampagme 
It sparkles on the tongue as well as in 


the glass—fragrant with the bouquet of 
the finest grapes—distinctively exquisite 

























of flavor. 

The difference between 
the cost of Cook’s and 

| the cost of foreign made 
champagnes is represent- 

ed by the dufy on the 

imported wines. Cook’s 

for all occasions. 


American Wine Co. 


St. Louis, Mo. 
12 


Why, 


OF COURSE. 


PATRICK was visiting an office where 
they book families that want to move 


West and work on farms. 
“ How many in the family?” asked 
the clerk. 

‘* Three,” said Pat. 
the kid, and meself.” 
“ Profession ?” 
“T’m adriver.” 
“Sex of child?” 
“He’s a boy—eight months old. 

“Profession?” Pat's eyes opened. 

“Of the boy?” he exclaimed. 

“Yep,” said the clerk, who was un- 
winding his red tape automatically. 

“ Bachelor,” said Pat.— ve. /ost. 


“'Theold woman, 





Iv. 
Now they ’re all outside and we are well rid of 


‘*There you go! 


them. Quick, Katy, close all the shutters ! ’’- 


No WonpDeER! 
“What made the canoe tip over ?” 
“Cholly carelessly placed his pipe in 


one corner of his mouth.”— Zowiszille 
Courter-Journal. 


Tur FooLtsHNess oF Wispom. 
A sage is a man who will sit up all | 


heard of. — Cincinnati 


| Enquirer. ! 


Fliegende Blatter. 


‘Wer had a feast fit for a king at 
our boarding-house yesterday. It con- 
tained all the delicacies of the season.” 

“What were thev?” 

“Hash and succotash.” 
Plain Dealer. 


— Cleveland 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


82. 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Buancn WarkHousk: 20 Beekman Street. { 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 


New Yor. 





























A HEAD-ON COLLISION; 
OR, HE BUMPS BEST WHO BUMPS LAST. 
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+ THE PUCK PREGS 











